MY   AFRICAN   NEIGHBOURS

his half-prehensile fingers, jump to the ground with it, roll
it about until the fire had gone out, and then tear it to pieces
and wallow on the debris. But woe to me if I attempted to
recover the cigar once it had been taken into his possession.

So far,, however, from indiscriminately favouring all
kinds of perfume, my pets were, on the contrary, fastidious
in their choice. I once bought, for their special benefit, a
bottle of strong scent of the kind which is sold in native
stores and is in great demand with Negroes. They treated
it with the utmost contempt, turning away with an
expression of disgust after one inhalation.

Zebra mongooses are strongly individualized; they each
have a distinct personality and differ from one another
probably as much as human beings, although certain
qualities and defects, as, for instance, courage, and a quick
temper, are common to all.

In their tastes they vary as much as in their qualities. No
two individuals will favour exactly the same diet or prefer
the same dishes. All my mongooses, for instance, liked
pork and chicken, but only one of them ate beef, and only one
goat's meat. Maskini doted on tadpoles, which neither
Rikki-Tikki nor Mshenzi would touch.

The same applies to their sympathies and antipathies.
Rikki-Tikki loathed all Europeans except myself, and
attacked them savagely when he had the opportunity, so
that I had to shut him up every time I saw a visitor
approaching my dwelling. When, the visitor gone but still
visible in the distance, I released Rikki-Tikki from his con-
finement, he would rush to a place whence he could over-
look the road and stand there, head erect, littering savage
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